230                         MEMOIRS OF
coach followed, and when we entered the Palace the lords and ladies of the household were in waiting in the great entrance hall. Their Majesties presented them, one by one, and we paused for a few moments to talk and acknowledge their welcome.
After this, the King and Queen personally escorted us to our rooms which are known as the Belgian Suite and overlook the gardens at the back of the Palace. They are on the main floor. We entered a big square living room with great windows reaching to the floor. The loveliest flowers were everywhere. I remember one gorgeous basket from Mr. Balfour, all vivid crimson roses and white heather, with a card bearing a gracious message. An open grate of glowing coals gave a note of cheer, and on the handsome writing table was a printed programme of the entertainments and official things planned for us.
Our hosts then showed us our other rooms, which were separated by a hall. My husband's bedroom had a large alcove cut off by heavy red curtains. His Majesty lifted one of these to disclose a well-equipped bath and a small electric heater. This last proved a life-saver, on account of the shortage of coal. My room was enormous, with the largest bed I ever saw. It contained no heat at all, but in a cosy dressing room was a tiny grate fire and red hangings, which looked very homelike. A couch was drawn up between the fire and a big table on which lay magazines and newspapers. My bath, at the end of our hall, had a marble tub, beside which stood a high-backed chair as big as a throne and covered with a double blanket for which I was grateful after a plunge in the marble tub.
After acquainting us with our surroundings, Their Majesties withdrew but returned almost immediately to say that the people had requested that we appear on the balcony. They explained that it was their custom never to refuse such requests.
They escorted us upstairs and through long corridors until